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soft smile of the wide canopy of moonlight on
the lovely ocean-river, as stray drops thrown
up from the sparkling waves are gathered
into mist. (3:5: 24-25)

11. And then drinking in the undying1
sweetness of the beauty of His all-blessed
lovely Form, as the means of (satisfying) their
yearnings, the love (of the Gopis) flows in
streams of water from their shining languid
eyes. . . . Then like a bright bow their lovely
eyebrows shoot Lovers sharp arrows, eager to
remove all the unbearable tremors of agony
which burn in the heart's recesses and to throw
them into oblivion. (3:5: 27, 26)

12. From their loosened hair falls the
fillet of blossoming flowers that drip a honey-
ed juice sought after and again and again
enjoyed by a bevy of big black bees. Mad
with love and tottering in the drunkenness of
their desire, their soft speech all trembles. . .
As their dear flower feet stumble along, over-
come by the longing to see Him, there is a soft
chiming sound from their jewelled anklets. The
lips of the noble ones move, and their two half-
opened long-lashed eyes, wet with passion

1 or: nectar-like.